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In the letters from Arthur Hallam's friends there was a rare unanimity of opinion about his worth. Milnes, writing to his father, says that he had a "very deep respect " for Hallam, and that Thirlwall, in after years the great Bishop, for whom Hallam and my father had a profound affection, was " actually captivated by him." When at Cambridge with Hallam he had written: " He is the only man here of my own standing before whom I bow in conscious inferiority in everything." Alford writes: " Hallam was a man of wonderful mind and knowledge on all subjects, hardly credible at his age.... I long ago set him down for the most wonderful person I ever knew. He was of the most tender, affectionate disposition."
So " those whose eyes must long be dim with tears," Henry Hallam says, " brought him home to rest among his kindred and in his own country ": and the burial took place on Jan. 3rd, 1834, in the lonely church which overlooks the Bristol Channel.
On the evening of one of these sadl winter days my father had already noted down in his scrap-book some fragmentary lines, which proved to be the germ of " In Memoriam ":
Where is the voice I loved ?   ah where Is that dear hand that I would press ? Lo!   the broad heavens cold and bare, The stars that know not my distress!
%?         *.-        *        #        *
The vapour labours up the sky,
Uncertain forms are darkly moved!
Larger than human passes by
The shadow of the man I loved,
And clasps his hands, as one that prays!
1 Francis Garden had written to Trench, Nov. 26th, 1833: "When in London, I saw a letter from poor Alfred Tennyson. Both himself and his family seemed plunged in the deepest affliction."